SIR THOMAS  WYATT

And wilt thou leave me thus,

That hath loved thee so long,

In wealth and woe among?

And is thy heart so strong
As for to leave me thus ?

Say Nay!  say Nay!

And wilt thou leave me thus,

That hath given thee my heart

Never for to depart.

Neither for pain nor smart f
And wilt thou leave me thus?

Say Nay!  say Nay!

And wilt thou leave me thus,

And have no more pity

Of him that loveth thee ?

Helas! thy cruelty!
And wilt thou leave me thus?

Say Nay! say Nay!

SIR T. WYATT

From Devonshire MS
The lower beseecheth his mistress not to forget hts
steadfast faith and true intent
Forget not yet the tried intent
Of such a truth as I have meant 5
My great travail so gladly spent;
Forget not yet!
Forget not yet when first began
The weary life ye know, since when
The suit, the service none tell can 5
Forget not yet!
Forget not yet the great assays.
The cruel wrong, the scornful ways,
The painful patience in denays;
Forget not yet!